the Gestapo on their beats Lemasque, with his handcuffs, started
off to look for the hotel. He would have to find it before dawn
or he was lost. Hours went by. Lemasque kept wandering round
Vichy. At last he thought he had found the spot. He entered the
sleeping hotel. One last effort, a desperate effort of memory to
recall the floor and the exact position of the room. At last Lemasque
thought he remembered it. He knocked at the door, which opened.
It was in fact the comrade he had been looking for.

That evening" a friendly workman came with a hack saw and
freed Lemasque from his handcuffs. I have had the story con-
firmed by the ministry clerk and by the worker. Otherwise I
should always have wondered if Lemasque had not weakened
and thought up this escape in the interest of the Gestapo.

The resistance movement commits sabotage, attacks and kills,
abundantly, obstinately and spontaneously. All the organisations
have their combat groups. The guerillas form a veritable army.
The mass of German corpses has become so dense that the enemy
has had to give up the hostage system. They can no longer line
up one hundred dead Frenchmen for one dead German, unless
they are prepared to assassinate the whole of France. The enemy
has thus recognised publicly, as it were, that the country was
triumphing over terror.

But the Gestapo goes on with its terrible work. It aims to
replace hostages by suspects.

I am taking charge of a reception. In my post I am not sup-
posed to attend to detail operations, but we have had very high
losses. There is no one left in the sector who is able to lead a
mission of this kind. Mathilde is coming with me; she will learn
the job. The squad is composed of a taxi-owner, his wife and a
village blacksmith. They have been lent to us by Louis H/s
group. I don't know them.

*

We have spent a night on the terrain without results. For an
hour a plane circled above us in the dark, but there was a heavy
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